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BothwdL                             Soon as mine the word

You were brought home with welcome of the queen,
He spurs from Stirling with all heat of speed
Even from her arms new-reconciled and face
That filvourably had received him ; leaves the feast
Half made and his uochristened yeanling there
Not yet signed God's and dewy from the font
Long waited for, till the English golden gift
Was grown too strait to hold and hallow him ;
Flies from all sight and cheer of festal folk,
And on the way being smitten sick with fear
Cries out of poison working in his flesh
Blue-spotted as with ulcerous pestilence,
Weeps himself dead and wails himself alive,
As now he lies, but bedrid ; and has lain
This Christmas through, while the queen held her feast
At Drummond Castle.

Morton.                       Yea, 1 heard so \ and you

At Tullibardine,likewise, or men lie,
Kept the feast high beside her.    Well, my lord,
Now have you time and room to say for each
What ye would have of me, the queen and you,
Who are hand and tongue at once of her design ;
Here am I newly lighted, hot from hor.se,
But fresh come forth of exile and ill days
To do you service; let me have her hand
For warrant of what dangerous work she will,
And mine is armed to do it; but till I have,
Expect of me, who have seen times strange as this,
Nothing.